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CHEERLESS 
CHESSINGTON 


I live in a place called Chessington and it’s 
very dull. I have to travel about 5 or 6 miles 
for entertainment. In Chessington there 
are no swimming baths, picture houses, 
clubs or anything. Near my house is a big 
field and I wish the council would provide 
something there for Chessington. 
Lynne Wheeler, 
Chessington. 


As a resident of Chessington, you are the 
one ta act. You could organise a petition to 
be sent to the Chairman of the Council— 
I'm sure if your town is as dull as you say, 
you would get plenty of support ! 


DOLLY ROCKER 


A reader wrote in issue 2 about her doll 
collection of 62. I would like to tell you 
about mine. I have about 250 dolls, 
including one of Elizabeth II, My favour- 
ites are a matching pair, Madame Pom- 
padour and King Louis XIV. 1 am 10 
years old and have been collecting ever 
since I can remember. 
Christine Edwards, 
Wirral. 


Any adranc 


Please could you tell me something 


about Thunderbird I? 


WRITE TO: 


LADY PENELOPE, 167 Fleet Street, 


London 4. (Comp.). For a postal reply please 


LOLLIGRAN! 


1)! 
be 
owig,. 
Whilst on holiday at the sea-side my friend 
and I were sitting on the sea front eating 
lollipops, when an old lady came and sat 
on our seat with her dog, I happened to 
drop my lollipop on the floor. I said to the 
lady, “You can have it for your dog.” 
But the lady, being a bit deaf, said, 
“What, for me?” 


Linda Carter, 
Doncaster. 


What @ very polite person she must have 
been. She probably thought it would affend 
you if she didn’t accept your kind offer ! 
On the other hand, she just might have had 
an irresistible liking for lollipops ! 


The Beatles think that they can sing, 
Who told them this | wonder. 

| hope one day in space they’!l swing, 
And always stay up yonder. 


With guitors and drums they all will play, 
Singing their heads off every day. 

They think it’s singing - | do not, 

To me it’s just a load of rot. 


Ruth Evans, 
Bangor. 


You'd better lock yourself in your house, 
Ruth, before the Beatles’ fans bombard ! 


Wendy Robinson, 


ance of 


a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 


Well, this is what 1 think of girls. They get 
on your nerves and we have just formed a 
‘Ban the Girls’ club. There are five main 
members who constantly pester girls. That 
girl who sent in the letter must have been 
MAD! Do not be surprised at this, it is 
quite true. Girls are silly, soppy, sentimen- 
tal prehistoric drainpipes. My Mum says 
girls are harder to look after than boys— 
quite true, you know! I also think that 
girls are sissies and stupid. 


David Weekes, 
Harlow. 


Quite by accident I saw those remarks 
about boys. Well, I would like to tell you 
some boys are like that but not all boys are. 
If only you could come to my school you 
would see girls doing what the letter writer 
says boys do, in fact about three girls in my 
form tell the teacher to shut up. If I were 
you, I’d take a look at your own sex before 
making remarks about boys. 


Edward Boweren, 
Norwich. 


I think girls are rotten. They show off and 
think themselves big. They are bossy boots 
and tell tales, big heads and sissies. I hate 
girls. They snivel, I am writing this cheek 
in answer to Shirley Jones’ cheek about 
boys. All I am writing is ttue—DOWN 
WITH GIRLS! 


S. Barnett, 
Harlow. 


1 read Shirley Jones’ letter about boys 
being messy and dirty and it is exactly the 
same in my class at school. The boys in my 
class and in the whole school are always 
fighting and dirty. They make fun of us 
and call us names. 
Susan Jones, 
London, N.10. 


*BOYS ANSWER BACK... 


In a recent issue of LADY PENELOPE, 
a girl said that a mixed school is worse than 
a girls’ school. I disagree with her. I go to 
a local grammar school where the classes 
are mixed. I think this is a good thing 
because it helps us to form an attitude 
towards boys and prevents us from being 
shy. After all, the second use of any school 
is to help us to become independent and 
more able to get along with other people 
when we leave school. 
Caryl Williams, 
Caernarfon. 


At last a little sanity | This is definitely the 
most sensible letter I have received an this 
subject. 


“Plymouth. 


The silver and blue Thunderbird 1, manned 


by Scott Tracy, is launched from beneath 
the swimming pool on the Tracy island in 
the Pacific. Designed to get to trouble zones. 
as jon as possible, it travels. at 15,000 miles 
an hour. 1 
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Napoleon and Tfllya go to 
Germany to find Professor 
Haufiman, a missing Nazi 
scientist. Their one clueis an |p, 
American girl hitch - hiker. |7 
They arrive at Heilbronn police 
station to question her and {, 
find itfullof Thrushagents... | 
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; IM NOT 
BOING ANOTHES' 
STEP UNTIL YOU 
TELL ME WHO 

YOU ARE.  « 
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ThE 
HOLO THEM) /4 
OFF! 


AFTER THEM! 
A THOUSAND MARKS 
TO THE MAN WHO 
CATCHES HER! 
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EORGE, owner of what he 

liked to eall ‘the world’s leading 

doggie hairdresser’s, the Poodle 
Parlourama’, raised a quizzical eye- 
brow and waved a flamboyant, 
elegantly gloved hand. 

“Come now, Miss Thomson. It has 
taken a great deal of money and 
trouble to find you. I need you on my 
staff. Your help is vital to my 
business.” 

Cathy looked at her mother, des- 
pairingly. 

“There’s no alternative, Mum,” she 
said. “He could easily drop Aunt 
Sophie’s address to the newspapers if 
he wanted to, and then you'd have to 
face all those reporters, all those 
photographers, all over again.” 

Her mother knew it was true, She 
sighed, and picked Cathy's coat from 
the hallstand. 

“Take care of yourself, Cathy,” she 
said. ‘Make sure he keeps his promise 
that nobody, not even his chief 
assistants, knows you're working for 
him.” She glanced down at the ring 
of twisted silver wire on her daughter’s 
finger . . . the ring that not even olive 
oil would remove. “Now if only that 
could talk,” she said. 

Cathy walked down the path and 
got into the passenger seat of 
George’s pale blue executive limousine. 
Today, he was driving himself, and he 
held the door open for her. 

“My dear,” he said, “today begins 
a period of very interesting work for 
you. And,” (he tapped his wallet) “it 
will be most rewarding.” 

Once in the ear, and once they had 
left the quiet suburban side-road, 
George seemed to unwind. Cathy 
noticed that his voice was less 
affected, and he didn’t make quite so 
many flowery gestures. 

“You know, Cathy,” he confided, 
“I have to go through life like an 
actor. I’m on stage all the time. It’s 
because my customers bring their 
dogs to my parlourama and treat 
them like their own children. The 
Honourable Lady this, the Baroness 
that, they all expect me to behave in 
the same lunatic way as they do.” 

Cathy grinned as he imitated the 
orders of his clients. “George! You 
simply must give Baptiste a blue 
rinse! Do you know, he saw a dog the 
other day, a positively low-bred 
beast, with pink-tinged hair just like 
his own! My dear man, the dog 
belonged to a grocer, if you please! A 
tradesman! Baptiste has been having 
hysterics ever since!” 

George sighed in exasperation, and 
clenched his hands on the steering 
wheel. “To think I was led into all 
this just because I liked dogs! Why, 
the things I have to do to the poor 
creatures ought to be banned by 
law!” He glanced quickly at Cathy. 
“But I suppose ’'m a_ hypocrite, 
because as long as people like that 
keep my business going, I keep 
quiet.” 

“T understand,’ said Cathy, 
generously. 


HE Poodle Parlourama was in 
Kensington, London. There was a 
large, disereet window hung with pale 
blue drapes. and the name of the 
salon in quiet capital letters, way 


Lady Penelope speaking! Here is 
part 3 of file number 8228, the 
amazing story of Catiy Thomson... 
Can a curious old ring, found in a 
great grandfather's sea-chest, 

give whoever wears it the power 

to talk to dogs? To Cathy Thomson, 
with the ring stuck securely on her 
finger, it's the only possible answer 
for her strange and unique gift. 
Now, in hiding from the pestering 
pressmen anxious for her story, 
Cathy receives an unexpected 
visitor at Aunt Sophie's 

London home... 


down on the left hand side of the 
glass. 

The doorbell played the first few 
notes of “The Whistler and His Dog”, 
and inside, a row of silk-lined dog- 
baskets faced the reception desk. 
Cathy followed George into the salon. 
It was for all the world like the 
grandest of ladies’ hairdressing salons, 
yet with coy little touches that made 
Cathy smile, in spite of George's 
cautioning glance. There were twin 
toilet doors, one in pink, one in blue, 
one with the silhouette of a bulldog 
on it, the other with the outline of a 
very feminine French poodle . . . 

George’s office (he called it his 
‘consulting room’) lay at the back of 
the salon. Elegant, expensive. He 
closed the door behind them and 
placed Cathy in a chair. 
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“We don’t open until noon,” he 
explained. “Our hours are most 
aristocratic. Your office will be the 
room through that door there.” He 
gestured behind him. “When clients 
bring their dogs to me, [ shall tell 
them that their personalities will be 
examined by my canine psychologist. 
That will mean you.” 

“So I interview the dogs, and pass 
on what they tell me to you, is that 
it?” asked Cathy. George nodded. 

“You will use the telephone link 
between our offices,” he said. “I will 
make it perfectly clear to the clients 
that you are a genius, and therefore 
temperamental. They® will not be 
allowed to see you personally, you 
have my word. And the room is 
soundproof,” he added. 


CATHY had an early lunch brought 
in. ft was very grand indeed. 
Then, on the stroke of noon, the 
small red light on the top of her desk 
flashed on and off. The first client had 
arrived in George’s consulting room. 
Within five minutes, George-opened 
the door and pranced in, well and 
truly back into his act. At the end of 
a gold chain—a real gold chain—he 
led an unwilling-looking poodle, clip- 
ped and ribboned, and looking some- 
thing like an over-decorated wedding 
cake on four legs. 

“Meet Socrates Le Roi Louis,” he 
whispered. “Madame wishes a new 
spring outfit for her little treasure.” 

The door closed softly, and Cathy 
looked gravely down at the dog. 

“What would you like me to call 
you?” she asked. 

Socrates Le Roi Louis cleared his 
throat. “My ancestors,” he observed 
iestily, “were hunting dogs, used to 
retrieve water-fowl, Doubiless, their 
names were Henri, Gaston, or Jules. 
Doubtless, they spin eternally in their 
graves to think of me, their kinsdog, 
looking like this. Why, my mistress 
would faint at the very thought of 
me hunting anything-—even a piece 
of fluff under her chintz-covered 
chair!” 

“Tm afraid I can’t persuade your 
owner to do anything that would 
make any difference,” said Cathy, 
rather sadly. “But if there’s any 
way...” 

Socrates wagged his tail and stood 
on his hind legs. His forepaws rested 
on Cathy’s knee, and she saw, with a 
twinge of dismay, that his claws were 
painted with nail-polish. “I can jolly 
well insist,” she said, “that at least 
you have a neutral shade of that! [ll 
still be there, but other dogs won't 
see it!” 

“Good,” said Socrates. “And may- 
be you'd tell George that most of us 
would appreciate a private gnaw or 
two on a good old, dirty knucklebone 
when our owners are out of sight. 
You’ve no idea how boring venison 
and that sort of stuff becomes .. . 
especially when it’s shredded, creamed, 
and served up in tiddy-bitty por- 
tions!” 

Socrates had one more observation 
to make before the short interview 
ended. “I can stand another clipping,” 
he said. “I can face being tinted to 
match her new shoes. But if only you 
could stop her talking to me in 
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French! I was born in England, and 
so was my father, and his father 
before him. How can I be expected 
to understand French?” 

“Vil see what I can do,” promised 
Cathy, making her telephone call to 
George and sitting back as the door 
closed softly behind Socrates. She 
wondered what sort of problems her 
next client would bring .. . 


ATHY had been a week at the 

Poodle Parlourama. There had 
been a neurotic Pointer .. . “Hang 
it all, they try and tell me it’s rude 
to point!” There had been a Pekingese 
who couldn’t stand the incense-sticks 
burning away in his bedroom. An 
unfortunate Setter whose mistress 
wanted him to wear tinted eyeshades 
... “She thinks the Dalmatian in the 
flat above gives me spots before the 
eyes...” 

Dogs, dogs, dogs, And every day 
more and more of them came in. 

George was absolutely delighted. 
“Tt seems, Cathy,” he said, “that 
you're doing them a lot of good. Pye 
never seen the dogs so happy! Why, 
the new hush-hush room I’ve opened, 
where I can give them bones, and 
rubber balls, and let them work off 
their bad tempers, practically has a 
doggy waiting-list!” 

“The word’s getting round,” ad- 
mitted Cathy. “Our dogs are barking 
it all over London. Most of them tell 
me that this little corner of escape 
gives them a once-a-week opportunity 
to let off steam. It makes the rest of 
their lives much more bearable.” 


George took Cathy’s hand and 
wrung it warmly. “I know you won’t 
be able to stay here for ever, Cathy. 
I knew it all along, of course. But 
now it won't matter when you’ye 
gone away. You've really done some- 
thing for the dogs, and you can be 
assured that the hush-hush room will 
always be there for them... always!” 

Cathy had a hard job to keep from 
chuckling. Not only the dogs, it 
seemed, had found peace of mind... 


UNUKE many people who lived in 
stately homes, Lady Penelope 
Creighton-Ward had no dogs. Not 
that she didn’t like them. She had 
never owned one, and that was that. 

Lady Penelope sat back comfort- 
ably in one of the big armchairs in 
her palatial drawing room, and 
tugged gently at the bell-rope. 

“You rang, M’lady?” Parker had 
appeared, as though summoned by 
the rub of a lamp, in the doorway. 

“You may take away the breakfast 
things, Parker,” said Lady Penelope, 
smoothing out the contents of a 
bulky file on her knees. “By the way, 
is there any more news this morning 
of Richter, the escaped spy?” 

It was headline news. Richter, the 
foreign agent who had been selling 
secrets to an enemy power, had 
broken out of Moorhurst Maximum 
Security Jail. And in her capacity as 
an undercover intelligence operator, 
Lady Penelope Creighton-Ward had 
made his freedom her business. 

Parker coughed, and took a deep 
breath. “It appears, M’lady, that 


Richter got clear away. One guard, 
and a tracker dog, held on to his 
trail, right across the Yorkshire 
moors, but the guard was found with 
head injuries late last night, and the 
dog standin’ over him.” 

"So it appears,” said Lady Penelope, 
thoughtfully, “that they caught up 
with Richter, only to be  out- 
manoeuyred.” 

Parker nodded, and waited as Lady 
Penelope went into deep and silent 
thought. At last, she spoke again. 

“Is the dog of no help, Parker?” 

o, M’lady. Reports suggest that 
it is an animal devoted to its master, 
who is at present in a coma, and not 
expected to recover for several days. 
Nobody else can go near the hanimal.” 

Lady Penelope stood up decisively. 
“The tracking of Richter can only be 
continued with the dog’s help, Parker,” 
she said. “And therefore, we need the 
aid of someone more expert than 
anyone else in the handling of dogs. 
Do you remember those recent reports 
of a girl from Cumberland? What was 
her name... .?” 

“Er, Cathy Thomson, M'lady. The 
papers said she could—er—talk to 
dogs.” 

Lady Penelope stroked her chin 
pensively. “Then Cathy Thomson is 
the person we need,” she said. “Trace 
her, Parker, and see that you bring 
her to me here as quickly as you 
possibly can.” 

“Very goad, M’lady.” said Parker, 
and closed the door gently behind 
him... 


TO BE CONTINUED 
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AS enemy agent—and a very amateur one at 
hat—has broken into one of Lady Penelope’s 
ruems and hidden a microphone. But he was very 
careless and left traces everywhere while he 
searched for a place to hide it, and he didn’t tidy 
up afterwards! 


HIDDEN MICROPHONE COMP. 


The 6 tell-tale signs are: 


For this week’s competition, with TEN 
marvellous prizes of complete coat, hat and dress 
outfits to be won, you are asked to point out the 
six tell-tale signs the enemy agent left behind, 
and to say where he hid the microphone. 


Lid 
AGE. eccivssiresacess 


The room is pictured here. One of the tell-tale 
signs is obviously the lampshade in the far-right 
of the room. So on the entry coupon below, fill in 
““Lampshade crooked” in space 1. Then List the 
remaining five as briefly as you can, state where 
you think the microphone is hidden and complete 
the sentence “‘It is a silly place to hide a micro- 
phone because .. .” in not more than ten words. 


Fill in your full name, address and age, state 
the size, style and colour of “Emily Jane” outfit 
you'd like if you are one of the ten-winners, and 
post your entry (enclosing NO OTHER corres- 
pondence, queries or photos other than your 
coupon!) to the address given on the entry coupon. 


CLOSING DATE: Tuesday, March 29th. 


When selecting the ten winners, the judges will 
also take into consideration age, neatness and 
originality f sentence completion. The 
Editor’s decision is final and legally binding. No 
correspondence can be entered into. Winners will 
be notified by post, and their names will be printed 
in LADY PENELOPE as soon as possible. 
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POST TO: LADY PENELOPE, HIDDEN MICROPHONE 
COMPETITION, 317 High Holborn, LONDON, W.C.99. 


a me ee cme ee ee ce eee ee mee ee ee ee ee ce ee ee 


DETEGT THE HIDDEN 
MICROPHONE 


RULES for this competition are 
the same as the rules printed for 
previous com 
LOPE. A fu 
obtained on application, if you enclose 
a ready stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. 
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THERE’S ALWAYS MAGIC IN THE AIR WHEN THE ENCHANTING SAMANTHA IS AROUND! 


ERS = 
2 é SOMETIMES, SAMANTHA CAN'T 
SE FORGET SHE'S A WITCH... | 
CUUH! JIET ONE LITTLE 
SPELL AND THIS WOULD ALL 
BE DONE — BUT 1 CAN'T Z. 
BREAK MY PROMISE 


VERY CLEVER! BUT IT 
AH! WONDERFUL, SAM! | JUET SO HAPPENS, FATHER; 
YOU GET MORE LIE A = = THAT 1 PREFER TO GET BY 
NORMAL HOUSEWIFE i if AN - WITHOUT WITCHCRAFT! 
EVERY DAY! ( J 
OH, OH! 
1M GETTING A 
VIBRATION FROM 
SOMEWHERE! 


<I =| 
WHAT'S THE? 


SLAVING LIKE A 
MERE MORTAL! 


... BUT I LEARNED coww/ 
THE ANTI- SPELL AT ey CAN'T YOU TWO 
WITCHES’ SCHOOL! SETTLE THIS GOME 
OTHER WAY? 


FOR A START, 
LET'S TURN 
EVERY THING 
UPSIDE 1 


WU 
A 

( GOOD TRY, Z 

w FATHER... \ 

MMM... LET ME J 
“GEE HOW YOU DEAL rif = 
= WITH THB! ee 
= ae ‘ = ns 
i | > 


e OH, COME NOW, 
sf FATHER! CAN'T YOU 
DO ANY B. ER 
THAN THAT 7 


M ‘ ¥ 
IT'S. FLOATING 
DOWN THE 

DRIVE! 
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A FLICK OF SAMANTHA'S NOT VET, MY DEAR. 2 yeu DARRIN DUCKS IN|/ / HAVE MAGNETISED EVERY 
HAND REVERSES HER HERE 15 Tit MOST DOA ENCE Vee \ THE NICK OF TIME! | METAL OBUECT WITHIN TWO 
TOIBEEAK OF Vile! WHATS\\ HUNDRED YARDS! ONLY THE 

: : CORRECT MAGIC KEY-WORDS 


FATHER'S SPELL... DIFFICULT TEST Re 
is SN SEVEN MASTER - SPELLS! 
PERHAPS NOW YOU WILL DARE eee BADICA SLILIMA UGB ENED 2 OREECT MAGIC KEK 
SNAGRAM! EVERYTHING'S ; 
; TAKING OFF! TO NORMAL ..! 


BELIEVE THAT IM S7/LL 
, A GOOD WITCH? 


ee ea SURE YOU LUTSIDE, CHAOS REIGNS BS, x 
NV COPE, SAMANTHA..: — 
7 , 5 THE GARBAGE CAN! 
OH, DEAR, HES B-SPELL | W'S C-C-CLIMBING UP 


BYE, BYE: , 
GOING... AND 1 CAN'T " = a THE DRAINPIPE! 
il 


REMEMBER THE 
RIGHT WORDS! = p : 


DARRIN, |'VE_DONE\W3"4 
ITlEVERY THING 15 = 
RETURNING TO 
NORMAL! 


SAM, FOR 
PETE'S SAKE,DO R 4 
i MAGENTA .. - 
rae oe COURSE... MAGGOT... MAGNETISM — 
MY OLD BOOK (VE GOT IT! 
SOF SPELLS. WHY FINGELSTROON! 
) DIDN'T 1 
THINK OF JT 
BEFORE? 


OH, SURE! BUT WHAT HAPPENS DARRIN HAS 
IF YOUR FATHER. COMES BACK? Ol LEARNT, HIS 
SUPPOSE HE WEAVES ALL £ LESSON! P YOU'D BETTER FORGET 
THOSE MASTER - SPELLS OF THAT! ABOUT BEING A NORMAL 
AT ONCE? HOUSEWIFE, AND STUDY UP YOUR 
= WITCHCRAFT! NEXT TIME YOUR 
FATHER PAYS USA VISIT, 
WE'LL BE REACY/ 


(© 1966 by Screen Gems tne. 


LADY PENELOPE March 26, 1966 


THE FULL STORY . 


ZF 


. HOW THE MYSTERIOUS AND BEAUTIFUL MARINA 


In vengeance against Aphony, Titan sends 
Terror Fish to bombard the territory of the 
centre earth people, the Volcans. Aphony 
insists on giving himself up... 


NO, FATHERS 
TITAN WILL 
MY KILL YOU. 


THE SHOCK WAVES 
DESCEND TO THE 
CENTRE OF THE 


WE WILL SEND THE 
[AQUAPHIBIANS AWAY. 


AGAIN. 


THE TERRO! 
FISH FLEE. 


id 


AND SWIFTLY GROW 


THE VOLCANS WIELD THEIE 
STRANGE POWER... THE SEA 
BED BEGINS TO BUBBLE... 


LU 


FIRE. WE ARE A 
PEACEFUL RACE... 
WHEN OUR LIVES g 
THREATENED WE MUST f, 
DEFEND OURSEL 


MAY NEVER SPEAK AGAIN 


GIRL OF THE SEA 


THE EMPEROR GIVES 


4 QUICK INSTRUCTIONS TO i 


THE VOLCANS... AS 
MORE MISSIL 
RELEASED... 


‘er Ladyship regrets to 
h'inform you that pages 
13, 14, 15 and 16 

‘ave gone missing. 


13: atlvert? 
1914: Space Family Robinson 
m5: FAB club text | 
016: Fashion article 


